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The softer rocks always mix something of their own alloy
with the pure sea, but the grey grit here has no discolouring
power; the white line of spray dances from headland to
headland as pure and crystal-like as if it had not touched
the earth.
But I have no intention of wearying you with a descrip-
tion of scenery. The seashore is a pretty thing, but it is not
a discovery of my own. The coast is very curious; I do not
mean in those ante-Roman remains which your most
learned contributor has so well described. I cannot presume
to tell you whether in truth in this place, as in so many
others, according to the last ideas and perhaps the hardest
terms of ethnology, the dolichocephalic race of men
attacked and extirpated the brachycephalic, or short-
headed, ten thousand years before history began. Anyhow,
if the theory is true, it must have been cold work on these
cliffs and moors, when you picked up mussels and (if
possible) cray-fish, and cut skins, if you had any, into clothes
with a blunt flint, when fire had just come in as a new and
(Conservative thought!) suspicious thing, and tattooing
was still the best of the fine arts. The year a.ix 1866 has
defects, but it is better certainly than the b.c. 18660, if the
human races were really about then. But, as I said, I can-
not deal with such matters; I have only a little to say about
the changes of life and civilization which this coast marks
in the last century or two.
We are familiar with the present state of trade, and with
the phenomena it creates and the conditions it requires.
It shows itself to the eye at once in immense warehouses,
cities spreading over miles and miles, and not seeming even
to anticipate a boundary, a population daily streaming from

